Like lovers3 hearts to ripeness grown The rapturous red wine they bleed Is chambered in each lustrous seed As light within a carven stone.
Warm-flushing through their films of frost With rosy smiles and crystal teeth A yielding beauty seems to breathe Whose language on our lips is lost.
Their speech in coolness dies away, Thawed by a breath, they change and tremble As the lips they most resemble When one red kiss is all they say.
Too fain in fragrance to escape, Their form eludes the clearest phrase When Psyche, in a sister's praise, Would carve her crystals in their shape.
In vain her vision seeks to prove The secret structure of those grains Whose dewy membranes and lit veins Remind her most of those I love.
If new similitudes to try,
Fusing them with her speech, she sips
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